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Hello Darkness, My Old Friend 


Author's Notes: 
This is not my idea. The lovely Blackout Rose had this idea centered around the song ‘The sound of silence’. So 
its sorta the theme. | hope | can do this one justice! First chapter might not hear you but hopefully the 


second one will. This one is a blurry drug experience. 


Hello Darkness, My Old Friend 


(Hello darkness, my old friend 

I've come to talk with you again 

Because a vision softly creeping 

Left its seeds while | was sleeping 

And the vision that was planted in my brain 
Still remains 


Within the sound of silence) 


| zzy 


Pin pricks and tiny dots of blood line my vein. | can't find a my way inside of it. | pull the needle from my arm 
and feel it sticking to my skin. | need a new one. The bathroom light blew and my only light is what shines 
through the small window above the toilet. One small dull Beam from a street light lights my way as | pierce 
my skin again | try not to smell the piss that has missed the toilet. It mixes with the distinct smell of mildew 
from the leaking plumbing under the sink. And | ask myself, ‘what the hell are you doing’. 


| don't think I've made my parents proud. Yeah, | made it. But look what making it has done to me. Its given me 
an endless supply. | can shoot all day, all night, and call a dealer at any hour. There's nothing to stop me. | 
pierce my skin again, straining to see in the darkness. Drip..drip.. Drip comes the only sound beyond my 
breathing and grunts of utter disappointment. | see the syringe in the faint light. And the muddy looking 
substance inside turns to black from one cloud of my blood | start pushing the plunger down. As | do the 
waves start and | find myself lowering to the floor right by the sticky piss laden floor. 


Then everything just gets comfortable. | suddenly don't mind the annoying sound of the leaky plumbing. It's 
drips just become the cadence of my bliss. The needle still dangling in my vein doesn't concern me. The pissy 
mildew smell becomes irrelevant. It's as if | can now just block it out. The darkness becomes like a soothing 
blanket. It's soft. It's warm. It feels so safe. And | know I've reached that dark place where | hide in the 
shadows. Hello darkness, my old friend. 


What brings me to this darkness? Why do | seek it? Why do | need it? The answer is simple. | can hide here. | 
can forget everything here. All the pain, the things left undone, unsaid.. | can't throw it all away here. | can 
suppress it here. It makes it easier to keep going. | feel like l'm strapped to a shooting rocket and all | can do is 
hold on. All| can do is shove everything inside and lock it away. Find a comfortable level of nonexistence. You 


know? 


| think its my dreams that always force me to come back here. They're.. haunted. Creamy smooth milk, velvet 
to the touch.. Gold and fire in silk ripples.. And green. Not emerald. More muted. Dull really, but a vibrant 
feeling every time | see it. And | feel the fire. It consumes me. | get lost in the promises | can never keep, the 
feelings | shouldn't possess, and words | can't say. But here | can drop it all from my back. Here everything 
sorta loses its relevance. It's like a mini vacation from your own self-created existence. Here | can just fade 


into the darkness and hide from the dreams that consume my unconscious. 


Yet they return My dreams always come back. The crystal clear visions in my dreams remain even here in 
the dark Even in the light. They possess my soul completely. | try to get rid of them but | never can 


completely. But I'm so close.. So close. 
Then oblivion gets interrupted. 
"Where the fuck is he?!" Comes a baritone growl. Deep. Yet it soothes me in places. Yeah, | know that voice. 


Know it so well. Familiar. Safe. Safe enough that | close my eyes and free fall into the darkness. |... slip away. 
Oblivion The place of unrequited peace. The somber feel of irrevocable darkness. 


| don't know how long it lasts. When my eyes open there is a figure there in the lone Beam of the streetlights 
outside. Milk. Gold. They pull the needle out of me. My hair is brushed out of my face. Oh god the power of a 
touch. | smell the cigarettes on his hands as they pass my nose. And that face comes into view. Milk. Silky milk. 
My dreams never go away. 


"What are you doing here Izzy? This place is a dope den" 


And | feel his arms lifting me off the floor. | weakly stand on buckling knees. Gold shines in the dimness. Green 
floods me. | can see his concern. But | know it would just turn into anger once the fear wears off. But in this 


moment.. | feel like I'm home. 
"Can you walk? We gotta get you out of here." His deep voice, laden with fear, almost sounds panicked. 


And he puts my arm around his shoulder. | feel his wrap around my back. his other acts as a counterbalance 
to support my almost dead weight. And he walks me out of the darkness and back into the light. But my 
dreams never leave. They go with me. But then, every moment with him is a dream in itself. Call it a dirty 
pleasure if you like. All the things unsaid. All things undone. I'll go wherever this dream takes me.. Forwards and 
back again to the only thing that always remains... him. 


we Come To Talk With You Again 


I've Come To Talk With You Again 
Axl 


| get Izzy back to his place and get him in his bed. His eyes occasionally roll back in his head. He's so fucking 
high it scares me. He's been missing for three days. | had to go through Slash to find out who Izzy's dealers 
were. | had a gun pulled on me at one place. Almost got in a fight in another. Ran across some fucked up 
incoherent fuck that couldn't even answer me. Then | finally found him in a delapitated house with broken 


windows, holes in the roof, and crumbling Sheetrock walls. He was passed out with the needle still in his arm. 


On the way here he threw up a few times. | did my best to try to keep him awake. He just mumbled 
incoherently each time. It was nonsense, | couldn't make out a single word. | rush to the bathroom and get a 
rag and wet it. | returned to Izzy and sit on the edge of the bed. His skin is so oily it looks wet. | gently start 
to wipe his face. | know that under all this oil is Izzy. The Izzy that makes my stomach flutter, who elevates 
my body temperature, who completely voo doo's me. Honestly, no other person matters as much to me as he 


does. That's why it hurts so much to see him this way. 


Suddenly Izzy jerks up and hangs over the edge of the bed. | know this drill. He's gonna be sick. | grab a nearby 
trashcan and slide it in front of him. He starts throwing up again and | run the rag across the back of his 
neck. | fight the tears forming in my eyes. It just hurts so much. This is my best friend, my bandmate, my.. 
Doesn't he know that this poison is bad for him? Doesn't he care? 


| run my hand down his back and | can literally count his ribs. His skin is so pale that you can almost look right 
through it at his skeleton. He looks so sick and unkept. Jesus, when was the last time that | can even 
remember seeing him eat? Or shower? "You've lost so much weight lz, "| mumbled as my fingers traced the 


bones in his back. He's always been skinny, but not like this.. 


He finally stops dry heaving and lays back on the bed with his eyes closed, breathing hard. His hair is stuck in 
sweat on the sides of his face. | take the rag and wipe away the sweat. | gently tuck his hair behind his ear. 
His eyes part and he looks at me. He doesn't say anything, but Shat look was. Yet | don't know what exactly it 
was | was seeing. Izzy's a very complicated person. | usually always know what he's thinking, but there are 
times that he even confounds me. 


| run the rag across his forehead. | take a deep breath and sigh it out, "Izzy.. This shit has to stop." | can't 
lose him. Doesn't he understand how much he means to me? | fucking love him. Even though | know | can never 
have him. Even though he is all fucked up. Even though he's dirty and let himself go. | need him. Doesn't he 
know that? He should, it's not like I've never told him that | loved him. | brush the back of my fingers down his 


cheek. His eyes close and he slightly nudges his cheek into my fingers. 


| crawl up on the bed next to him on my side facing him. | pull his necklace out from behind his neck. "You 


know I'll help you in any way | can" | see a lone tear fall from the corner of his eye. He rolls toward me and 
berries his face in my chest. He starts sobbing and | can feel his hands grabbing at my shirt. He starts to 
sob. | just wrap my arms around him and hold him. | don't care how he smells. Every time he's in my arms | 


don't find myself able to think past that. | loved the feel of him in my arms. It felt.. 


"Axe, | need help. | try and | try, " he has to stop to cry, "I just can't fucking do it! | don't want to be like this 


anymore. | just want.. " his voice just trails off. 
"What do you want Iz?" | ask him. 


He looks up at me with red eyes and eyelashes clumped together in tiny devils horns from crying. "You know 


what | want." 


And | did know. He wanted the same exact thing | did Something neither of us can really give. Not fully because 
it just can't work. Its a beautiful dream, but thats all it could ever really be. It just wasn't logical. It had a 
very high rate for disaster. In the end we would both just end up being destroyed. | care too much to let that 
happen. 


A Vision Softly Creeping 
A Vision Softly Creeping 
Izzy's POV 


Murmurs. Vague flashes. Warmth. Fingers. Dancing flames. Silky milk. Just randomness in that moment that is 
just beyond dreaming and a second before waking. Never knowing what is real and what joy is only fooled by 

your subconscious that desires everything. Yet, your gut tells you that it's not real and that when you open 
your eyes in the least bit it will all decay. Just like a basket of fresh fruit can only last so long, so goes the 


same with all your precious dreams. Gives you a lot to look forward to waking up to, huh? 


So that most unfortunate moment in time comes and | part my eyelids at the unwelcome dawn of a new day. | 
could only see a tiny Beam of sunlight behind some dark heavy drapes. I'm thinking how nice it is to not be 
blinded by the sun | really do need to buy some of those for my windows. | only have miniblinds. I've just 
never gotten around to buying curtains. Then | guess the fog clears and | put two and two together and realize 
that I'm not in my apartment. Typical though, | tend to wake up to unfamiliar surroundings at least once a 


week with zero knowledge of how | came to be there. Oh wait, didn't | buy curtains? 


So | start trying to pull all the fragments of yesterday together. If I'm lucky itll all come together to at least 
form some sort of bigger picture. As | think my eyes scan what they can see of the room.TV, books, dresser, 
night stand, just your standard generic bedroom. | think it's my bedroom.. Maybe. But then, one object catches 
my eye, a red bandana. | try to shake off chills that shoot up my spine. It's just a coincidence. | convince 
myself to just ignore it. Then | feel someone's breath against my neck. Warm. Soothing. Hypnotic. Without 


moving too much | turn to look. And everything starts to fucking crumble. 


Milk. Silky. Fire. Gold. Something in my stomach flutters. | look down and notice the milky white skin on the arm 
draped across me. It only moves when | breathe. | close my eyes and take a deep breath fighting off the urge 
to bust out in tears. And that's the second that my memory decides to come flooding back into my drug 
addled brain. He had come looking for me. Fuck, where was | when he found me? Everything is so fuzzy. 


| guess he can feel when my body starts to shiver. He sits up and looks over my shoulder down at me. "You 
OK? You need to throw up?" he asks. A part of me appreciated his concern. Not many people would actually 
give a flying fuck. 


| don't reply. | can't just yet. He's so close to me. | can feel the silkiness of his warm skin. | can see the golden 
flames in his hair. | can smell the linger of his cologne. He's too close. | raise my left arm and hold him at bay 
while | scamper to my feet. Instinctively | look down, just to assess how dressed or undressed | may be. It 
appears as if all my clothing is accounted for, down to shoes and jewelry. | guess | should've been thankful that 


| didn't have one hell of a time that | couldn't remember. 


| pace a little. | fight. | contemplate speaking. | run my hand over my head. | pace a bit more. | fight looking at 


him. | fight not to look at him. | with, "Axe.. Why do you do this to me?" 
"Do what?" he shrugged. 
"THIS!" 


"Oh, you mean why do | spend days going around LA looking in every crack house from a Malibu to Long Beach 
looking for you? Why do | drag you out of there? Bring you home? And take care of you?" and his tone is 
mildly annoyed. "Gee |22, why would | be that stupid? Maybe because | lo." 


"No," | quickly cut him off, "Don't say it. Don't say anything," | shake my head and wrap my arms around 
myself. "You've gotta go." 


"You asked me to help you," he says looking down. His voice reflecting his bipolarity, hot to cold in seconds. 


Had | asked him to help me? | can't recall. Maybe | had, but | was fucked up. Clearly | wasn't thinking about the 
true weight of the request | made. "Please Axl. can't take you being.. " my words tangle in my head into lasso 
and strangle my voice. Then the fucking tears come. There is buying thing | know to do in a situation like this.. 
Run. | move my body for the door. | feel like a locomotive because heat from my core was piloting my body 
forward. | open the door. The heat in me is just growing. I'm outside the door. My escape a near success. Yeah.. 
| said near. Arms, milky white, silk, wrap around me from behind. Warm. Strong. Tight. My will breaks. l'm his 


moldable clay. | can't go anywhere. 


Left Hs Seed While | Was Sleeping 


Left Its Seed While | Was Sleeping 
Axis POV 


| couldn't let him go. | just can't watch him run away. | didn't want to lose him. | won't lose him. | know that | 
hurt him when | touch him. Goddammit it hurts me too. | know that | can't have him, but | still love the 
moments, however brief they may be, that | can hold him and pretend he's mine. Just for a moment. A 
second. These little precious moments are like heroin to me. | need them. | obsess over them. Oh god, in 
another life we could be so happy together. But in this life.. We're both reduced to unrequited stolen moments 
that pass so fast. | waited for them. | longed for them. And | just couldn't let him go. He can't rob me of a 


perfect moment to relish in our perfect illusions. 


| am completely pressed into his body. I'm holding him do tight that he can't run from me. From this. From us. 
| rest my chin on his shoulder as he struggles with me. "Shhhh, shhhh, it's okay. It's OK," | say right next to 
his ear. Slowly | can feel the fight in him grow weak. | could feel him giving up. "Oh god.. please don't go Izzy." 
And he gave in. His body sags in my arms. 


| take a few steps backwards and get him back in his bedroom. But | never let him go. | can't let him go. | just 
hold on. | feel the heat of his body. | can feel him breathe. | breathe when he breathes. When he's in my arms 
everything feels right. All my dreams become tangible, just for a moment. A perfect moment when we are 
one. When he's mine and everything | am is his. Fate. Destiny. A beautiful dream. A delicious fantasy. A taste of 


perfection 


"Axe.. | can't do this anymore." Izzy says as his body crumbles even more in my arms. Defeated. | slowly 
release him. He walks over to his dresser and retrieves a pint of gin from his sock drawer. He opens it gulps 


down quite a bit. His head slowly shakes. "It just hurts too much." 


| slowly approach him. "It hurts me to.. You'll never know how much. But you know what | don't care. A single 


moment with you is worth all the pain in the world to me." 


"Goddammit Axe." he says as he wipes a tear away, "Why do you have to say shit like that? It just makes 


me.." | move yet closer to him. | take his hand in mine. "Please don't do this," he says as another tear falls. 


| move my hands to gently rest on his waist. | look into his dark hazel eyes. | could see the pain Butch could 
also see the desire. Passionate. Warm. Loving. Needing. Longing. Craving. | knew | he loved these moments just as 


much as | did, no matter how much they hurt. "I need you Izzy. 


And his tears keep falling. | reach up and stroke my thumb across his cheek, wiping away tear. His bottom lip 
quivers as he fights bursting out if sobs. | slide an arm around his back. Slowly. Gently. Timidly. My eyes look 
at his lips and | feel a knot clenching in a stomach. | feel this heat building and rising between us. My heart 


pounds. Strong. Fast. Aching. Needing. 


| draw closer. | completely take him in my arms. His expression is so sorrowful and sad. Closer and closer | 
draw toward those lips that complete my dreams and fantasies. Then | feel the heat of his breath, his lips 
merely millimeters from mine. | hesitate and enjoy the warmth of his uneven breathing until the can take it no 
more. My lips gently take his. | can feel them quivering. So soft. So warm. | wish | could freeze in this moment 


forever. 


| can feel Izzy's will bending. | can feel him getting lost in the moment as he deepens the kiss by dipping his 
tongue into my mouth. His walls crumble. His resolve dissipates. He's found this moment. He needs it just as 
much as | do. His fingers run through my hair. And this is perfection. This is that perfect illusion Complete. 
Everything. 


But it ends abruptly when Izzy backs away. "No Axe.. | can't do this. | love You, you know | do. But | can't get 
by on wishful thinking and a few private moments. It's redundant. It's fucking torture and I've had enough. I've 
hurt so long Axe.!'m tired. Tired of longing for you. But its not possible, and nothing can change that. I'm so 
tired of the pain. Every time | kiss you | slide right into this force that is consumed by you. Its perfect and 
beautiful, but it never lasts. | always have to let you go. | have to drag myself back to reality. Everything gets 
dull and my chest starts to act without you. | can't keep playing this fantasy out. It drains my soul. | don't 
want to feel the pain. Please.. Don't do this. Just walk out that door and don't look back. Let me go. | live you 
Axl, but | can't take it anymore. | just want to go too sleep and not find you in my dreams. | want this 
constant ache in my heart to go away. Doesn't this shit hurt you? Why do we keep doing this?” 


And The Vision That Was Planted In My Brain 


And The Vision That Was Planted In My Brain 
Axis POV 
"Why do we keep doing this?" his words echo in my head. 


| have no answer. | know we have. We always have. It's ritualistic. A habit. An addiction It had been since the 
very beginning. | remember how it began too. Izzy and | we're fucked up after school and wrestling. Just 
goofing off like the kids we were. Izzy got me pinned on the floor. His body was hovering over mine. We were 
laughing so hard. But then our eyes met. Our smiles faded. | can still see the questioning expression Izzy's face. 
Then his eyes focused on my lips. And he slowly bent down and kissed me. And that one kiss turned into 
hundreds before that night was over. 


| was hooked on him immediately. He felt so warm. So comfortable. So safe. He filled every hole in my tortured 
soul. When I'm with him all the bad shit in my life just vanishes. Being with him is like overdosing on 
antidepressants. It's like therapy. It's pure joy. Why wouldn't | want to do that as much as | could. Why wouldn't 


| repeat this over and over? | just needed him. He was programmed in my brain. Hard wired. 


Izzy is standing there staring at me. He's waiting for me to answer him. Did he really wonder why we kept 


doing this. | part my lips and draw in a breath. "Because | love you. And you love me." 


"And what's the point of it? We can't be together. We can't married. We can't have kids. All we can do is 
torture one another and it's not fair. | can't keep living like this," he says meekly before taking a drink. 


"I can't imagine not doing this," | admit. And | mean it. | can't imagine a life without being able to hold him in my 
arms. | needed his soft tender kisses, his gentle whispers, and his protective arms. | couldn't live without that. | 
just couldn't. 


Izzy wipes his eyes again. "I can't take this torture anymore. Why can't you understand that?" He looks down 


shaking his head. 


| didn't want to understand that. How could he not understand? "Izzy." | utter and | can feel the tears welling 
up in my eyes, "I can't live without you. | can't breathe just thinking about it. Don't you get how much | love 
you?" And tears start cascading down my cheeks. | could already feel the loss of him. | can't do this. 


Izzy looks at me, "I know you love me. And | do love you. But.. There's just no future in it for us. What about 
kids? You love kids and | know that someday you will want one of your own. | can't give you that Axe. And 


that's not fair to you." 


"We can adopt. It really doesn't matter to me if we can't have kids." 


Izzy sighs, "l know you. One day itll matter." 


Maybe he was right but | just couldn't let him go. "All of that ain't important right now. We'll work it out when 
it comes. There's a way and we can do it. We'll get through it. We can do anything if we just work together." 


Izzy rolls his eyes with a sigh, "You just don't get it. There's more problems besides that. You're ever so 
interesting bipolar shifts and my heroin addiction What's your master plan to address those problems?" 


‘Izzy I'll get help. I'll try to take whatever pills they give me. And we can get you help too. You can go to rehab. 
It shouldn't be too hard to get you in one." 


Izzy gives me a drill look, "What if I'm not ready to get clean?" 


"Why wouldn't you be? | found you in a fucking dope den with a needle in your arm sitting in piss. Is that the 
life you want?" 


"| don't know, maybe it is," he shrugs, "Maybe that's my destiny. Who fucking knows. But my point is, we can 
only hold one another back. We won't have the chances to meet anyone if this thing between us keeps hanging 
over our heads. Axl | honestly want you to be happy someday. And | know | can't make you happy. Even if | 
was sober. We would clash and fight all the fucking time. | don't want that for you." 


"Maybe | think we're worth a shot. Maybe | want to try. | can never love anyone else the way | do you. | crave 
you every single day. | am constantly looking for a way to just touch you. Please |zz, don't take this away from 


me. 
He sighs again, "I can't," he shakes his head. "would you please just leave." 

And even more tears cascade down my drenched cheeks. | don't want to believe what he's telling me. | don't 
believe it. He loves me and we could find a way to make things work. | know we could. But how do | get him to 
try? How do | keep him from pushing me away like this? 


‘Izzy... | can't go," | say looking down But when | look up | can see him crying too. "| need you." 


"You NEED to let me go," he says and walks into his bathroom. | can hear the door lock. | know he's not gonna 


come out until I'm gone. 


Still Remains 


Still Remains 
Izzy's POV 


Eventually | could hear his foot steps leaving, | listened to them until | heard my front door faintly close. Tears 
fall from my eyes. | grip at the edge of my sink and stare at myself in the mirror. I'm so fucking stupid. | 
goddamn love him. And he loves me too. He wants me. He wants a life with me, no matter how doomed and l'll 
fated it is. He doesn't care, he wants me anyway. He wants ME. Me anyway he can get me. l'm so fucking 


stupid. 


But | couldn't do him like that. | couldn't start a relationship when | know how horribly | would treat him. That 
ever present junkie inside of me would break his heart. Beyond that, I've been known to push people away from 
me. | didn't want to put me through the wow that is me. He doesn't deserve it. He deserves far better than 
me. And no matter what he said, | know that someday he'll want kids. Your own kids are just different from 


the ones you adopt. | don't wanna deny him that experience. 


Anger starts in my core. In that same place that the heroin aches, begging and crying for more. It builds. The 
pressure mounts just a little more with each beat of my heart. It spreads. My cheeks flush crimson and the 
tips of my ears burn. It engulfs me. A ringing starts in my ears. Louder. And louder. Thumping and pounding. 
Shrill and hot. Then it just takes me over completely. There is no stopping it. There is no way to contain it. It's 
free. And everything in my path shall pay. 


Hands still firmly gripped at the sink. | open my mouth and scream at the man in the mirror. With one, so it 
seems effortless, motion | rip the sink from the wall. Both hot and cold water spray the ceiling and drip down 
on me. But it may as well be gasoline to my rage. Next | grab my medicine cabinet slash mirror and jerk it 
from the wall. It's contents, mostly illegally aquired prescription drugs, scatter and roll all over the bathroom. | 
take the lid from the tank of my toilet, bring it above my head, and crash it down on my unsuspecting mirror. 
Shards of my pissed off reflection go everywhere. 


But this sudden appetite for destruction isn't yet sated. The wall needed holes in the shape of my boot. The 
cabinet doors had to have my fists driven through them. My unused, pristine white Towels needed the filth 
from the Sunset Strip smeared all over them in footprints. My shower curtain should be stressed lime paper 
in a shredder. And the cute little Precious Moments wall hanging of the little boy on the crapper, the one my 


mom gave me, must die a thousand horrible deaths. 


Still not done. My entire wardrobe pisses me the fuck off and it would all look better in the pavement below. 
With an arm full of clothes, still with tags, and having never seen hangers, | go to the sliding door to my 
quaint little balcony and kick the glass. The shatter almost sounds musical. | hurl the clothes over the railing 
and fly back in for more. This time a jagged edge of broken glass rips its way down the flesh on my arm. And 
it rips and it burns and it stings. It bleeds. It bleeds the same as my heart. Crimson red but it felt a dull grey. 


| felt grey. Because nothing has any meaning anymore. 


Why the fuck should it? Any source of meaning in my life | just sent out the door. Just threw it away. Threw 
it away with both fucking hands. Why? Because l'm so goddamn stupid. Who in their right mind throws Axl 
Rose away? | do, that's who. The one so determined to sabotage everything that can even dare to make me 
smile. l'm so fucking stupid. Fuck my life. Fuck my stupid insignificant, shallow, dull, boring life. 


| look at everything laying in ruin around me. All the broken and destroyed trinkets and momentos from my 
presumed life. Blood travels in rivers down my arm. Drip. Drip. Drip with every heart beat that passes. I'm left 
to my own twisted devices. Left to destroy anything of substance. I'm all alone in a world of nothing. l'm 
nothing. Nothing remains of me. l'm as barren as a desert. Everything is just a black hole. There's nothing. 


Nothing. 


Within The Sound OF Silence 


Within The Sound Of Silence 
Izzy's POV 


Coolness. Smooth. It feels pretty rice actually. Coming around | realize I'm on the floor. My floor? Did | go 
anywhere yesterday? All| can seem to recall is.firey gold and silky milk. | groan at the stiffness in my neck as 
| raise my head. The teleworking I'm starting at seems familiar. Mine. think Ah yes, my kitchen floor. | 
thought it seemed familiar. Then | hear a pound at my door. 


"Hey Izzl Man you in there?!" comes a voice from outside. This voice | know. It's Slash. And fortunately he 
knows the junkie code of make sure nobody's dead. So Slash knows that if | don't answer that he should try to 
get in. He knows where my spare is, but | doubt he would need to use it. I'm notorious for forgetting to lock 


my door. 

As | surmise, its open. | can hear Slash more clearly. "OK, Izz, you left the door open and I'm coming in. Ready 
or not" Slash treads so lightly because there was this one time that | accidentally pulled my gun on him. He's 
been pretty cautious since then Guess | can see why. 

So | push myself up off the floor. I'm technically too proud to be caught on the floor. However, sometimes | 
really can't get up. In times like that pride flies right out the window. Somewhat drowsy | quickly lean back on 
my countertop for stability. Slash rounds the corner as l'm wiping the sleep out of my eyes. 


"Hey man I.. Damn fucker, what happened to you?" he asks sounding rather astounded by something in my 


appearance. 


| strain my brain and pull a muscle doing it while | play through scenarios in which | get fucked up. A fight? A 
wreck? Bruising? Swelling? Blood? I'm blank. "Huh?" | ask 


"One side of your face is like normal.. But the other is all red," he points at my left side. 

Red? Oh, | get it, it's been pressed flat on my kitchen floor for god knows how many hours. Fuck, coulda been 
days. His do | know? But must maintain a shred of ignorant pride when | can. "Oh... Slept on it | guess," | scratch 
at my chin. "What the fuck do that want?" | quickly changed the subject. 

"Oh. Need some dope man. Supplies are running kinda low if you feel me." 


| yawn and nod, “Yeah, got you. Give me a few hours to wake up." 


"Yeah, sure," he says turning to leave. He stops and looks back at me, "So where did Axl finally catch up with 


you?" 


"Axl?" And it physically ached to utter his name. 


"Yeah. He pinned me to a wall and demanded to know where all your dealers lived. | like thought he was going to 


seriously injure me if | didn't tell him." 


| sigh, "Yeah, thanks." But | don't mean it in a very thoughtful way. I'm saying it more like, ‘thanks 
motherfucker". | hadn't wanted to be found. And now, still able to taste Axl's kiss.. Yeah, thanks alot man. 


He leaves and I'm standing here in my kitchen all alone. The only sounds are the traffic outside and the hum of 
my refrigerator. | just stare at that goddamn floor. It's possibly the only room in my entire apartment that's 
not fucked up. | know my room and the bathroom are obliterated. | expect a notice from the manager about 
the broken balcony door. Thank god he can't see the rest. l'm dreading cleaning it up. Fuck, it would be easier to 


move. | have no emotional attachments. And | think | broke every object of sentimental value. 


Dispite the Ambiant noises, the ones you take for granted because they're normal, there's silence. The silence 
that screams louder than anything else. The silence that feels so empty and cold. The silence that hurts so 
much. | long just to hear him say good morning. Or hi. | didn't care, | just want to hear his voice. That deep 
voice that even sings when he talks. Deep. Even. Smooth. Completely Axl. 


Then | find myself running through my daily check list. Is Axl asleep yet? What's his breakfast going to be? Is 
he alone too? Is he thinking about me? What's he doing right now? How does he feel? | know every day 
shouldn't run through this same list.but it does. It always has. Maybe it always would. | just wished it didn't 
hurt so much every time | thought it. Fuck. | missed him. | missed when everything was good between us. | 
miss the secretive smiles, the hushed tones, the hands and feet under tables, the tip toeing to each others 
rooms, the heat of our bodies, those sweetest kisses, or those green eyes that saw me for who | really am. A 
fucking coward. 


If | were smart | would go to him right now. If | were sober | would call him. If | were brave I'd grab hold and 
never let him go. But I'm not smart. l'm not sober. And | sure as fuck ain't brave. I'm a stupid cowardly junkie. | 
deserve every ache and pain | get. And Axl deserves happiness. | don't care from who, it doesn't matter. | just 
want him to be happy. Maybe | should tell him that. Yeah. | should. It's too fucking quiet and quaranteened 
feeling here. | grab my keys and reach the door. | open it and feel weak in the knees. Golden fire. Silky milk 
White pants. White leather jacket. Sunglasses. Axl. 


In Restless Dreams | Walked Alone 


In Restless Dreams | Walked Alone 

Axis POV 

Shock was the first recognizable thing | could see on his face. Of course he tries to hide it. | know he didn't 
expect me when he opened his door. His keys dangle from his finger. | guess he caught him leaving. | liked to 
think that he was coming to see me. However, after how he threw me out, | kinda doubt it. Well, he can't kick 
me out now. | make not of how uncomfortable he suddenly seems. 

"Axl.. What are you doing here?" his soft words ask. 

"We need to talk Izzy," | say nervously shoving my hands in my pockets. 


"No," he shakes his head and looks down, "We said everything already.” 


"lz, we gotta find some common ground here. We can't avoid each other forever. We are in a band together. | 
just think its best if we solve this." | don't feel as though I'm being too demanding or irrational about this. 


‘Its solved. I've gotta go somewhere right now," he says still staring down at the ground. He's doing his best to 


run from me. | can tell. 


'Izzy.. This is fucking important. More important than whatever mission you're running off on" And it was. It 
was our lives..whatevers left of them anyway. 


"Axl we've been over it time and time again. You want something from me that | just can't give you. You 
expect things | can't do. Nothing's gonna change my mind by talking. Nothing gets cleared up. Nothing's ever 
resolved. Nothing changes." He sighs in exasperation and looks anywhere he can but at me. 


"If one of us just tried." | attempt. 


"No, " he shakes his head, "It just can't turn out good. Period. Just stop fucking harassing me. We're band 
mates. OK? That's all we can be." He tries sliding past me but | don't let him. 


A tear rolls down my cheek. "We were friends once.. Are you saying we ain't anymore?" 


"| think we ruined that a long goddamn time ago. We should have never jumped in bed together." | can't believe 
he's saying this. After everything? 


| huff, "If my memory serves correct, | do believe it was you who did everything they could do to get in MY 
fucking bed. | said we shouldn't and that it would just fuck everything up!" had he constantly forgotten all 


those whisperings in my ears? All the obvious flirting? All those late nights after everyone was asleep? 
"See, you should have listened to yourself then, " he sighs. 


"| listened to YOU! You said that you fucking loved me! That you'd always be here for me! That you'd take care 


of me! That you'd never let anyone hurt mel” 
He just states down still with a shrug, ‘I was probably just high.. " 

| can't contain my weeping now. "I fucking BELIEVED you!" 

"Never trust a junkie Axe, what the fuck do you want me to say? | was wrong OKI I was wrong to chase you! | 
was wrong fo fuck youl | was wrong to have done everything that's hurt youl I'm sorry! | can't fix it now! 


What's done is done! Just leave me the fuck alone!" 


"Is it really that easy for you to throw me away? Are you really this heartless?" Was he? Was | just a 


challenge? A mere conquest? 
His eyes roll as he stares upward. "Yeah, | guess so, " he shrugs. 


"Fuck you Izzy!" | wanted to punch him in the gut. | wanted his insides to feel as knotted up as mine did. | 
excepted him to have some sort of feelings! He sure has convinced me all these years that he did. Bastard! 


| quickly turn to leave with tears stinging my eyes. "Axe wait.. I'm sorry. | don't mean any of that. Im sorry. | 
just.. | just don't know what to say.” 


"You don't say THAT! I'm not trying to hurt youl" | cry. One of his neighbors crack their doors to investigate 
the yelling. 


"| know," he sighs, "just come in," he opens his door wider for me. And | do. 


